THE THIN EDGE

U.S.S.R. let us know and we will open the doors
for you . . . Good-bye . . . and I hope you do
good business for us ... Good-bye, Mr. West-
garth, This was the last time I was to see this strange
figure behind the scenes.

At the station to see us off that night was poor old
Fred Jackson, and with a tremor in his voice I could
sense that he would have been glad to accompany
us. As he shook hands, he turned and told me quite
sincerely :

" Mr. Westgarth, I'm sorry you're going, but
this is no place for you. It's all right if you know
what they want, and don't mind how you go about
getting it for them, so I don't worry much. Now then
don't forget, Sludsky's your friend, and if you
get into any difficulties through them not sending
your money you write to me, and 111 put it right.
Don't write to him direct, for hell never get your
letter."

This I promised to do, and my last memory of
Moscow, is that of the gaunt, grey old Communist
standing like a spectre in the pale light of the station
lamps. In a way I thought at the time, he is symbolic
of the Russia which people never see. Tourists
come and go, Labour members from all parts of the
world do their conducted Tours, yet they depart,
and think not of those gaunt people who work and
starve the year round to satisfy the wild desires of
fanatics. And always, those people must remain.
Never can they leave that dark land, where there is
no light of Liberty, no faint glimmering of hope.